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Heav'ns! would one think 'twere poſlible for Love 
To make ſuch Ravage in a noble Soul! 
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MUST frankly declare that I always 
looked upon Italian operas, as a conti- 
nued blaſphemy againſt common ſenſe. Our 
matic, indeed, 1s often embelliſhed with 
\ charms, ſuch as any heart may feel, no mind 
can expreſs, Yet the poetry, which ſhould 
rule that muſic, is generally fo vapid, and, as 
the learned Addiſon obſerves, /o exqui/itely ill, 
that the taſte is diſpuſted, the judgment is 
ſhocked almoſt at every line, Whenever I 
happen to be pleaſed with thoſe mulical per- 
formances, the underſtanding always relucts 
againſt the pleaſure of the ear; inſomuch that 
fancy myſclf in Mahomet's paradiſe, where 
. angels have the head of a cow: ſo mon- 
ſtrous is the contradiction between the ſweet- 
neſs of our angelic harmony and the dulneſs 
of the words to which it is adapted, There 
is, however, ſome kind of apology. for the 
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ignorance of Italian Dramatiſts, if we but at- 
tend to the confinement of their ſubjects, 
which muſt all be within the verge of love, 
as the effects of muſic reach not beyond that 
paſſion, Poets and Rhetoriciaus may flouriſh 
away on the extenſive influence of that ſci- 
ence ; for my part, I really think that it can 
inſpire nothing but love: and to the Ladies I 
appeal for the confirmation of my opinion, 
Now to depaint the ſentiments of that de- 
lightful and deſtructive paſſion, requires ſuch 
delicacy in fceling, ſuch fire in the imagina- 
tion, and vivacity in expreſſion, as may alarm. 
a ſuperior Genius. I am much miſtaken if I 
have not eluded the difficulty of the taſk by 
chooſing Orlando for my ſuhject, who being 
the moſt impaſſioned lover that can be fancied, 
ſeems of courſe the molt ſuitable to muſic, I 
have departed from the original fable, as I 
bring about Orlando's cure by mulic, and the 
waters of Lethe: it being by no means 
proper for the ſtage to have Orlando's brain 
conveyed back from the moon, according to 
Arioſto's fancy, What I have imagined, has 
certainly a more philoſophical turn, or, at 
teaſt, it's allegory is more obvious. I have 
alſo made ſome alterations in the characters, 
which I hope will be allowed, conſidering the 
Actors among whom I was to caſt the parts, 
Hiper critics will not fail to make a clamour 
avout the anachroniſms ; for neither Medoro 
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could be acquainted with Rameau's maſic, 
nor, perhaps, were Maccaroni known in 
Orlando's time. But let them know that 
Ariſtotle himſelf, that rigid Tyrant of poctica} 
geniuſes, anthorizes poets to make free, not 
only with fables, but even real hiſtory, 
Grounded on that priviledge, Alexis, in the 
comedy called Linus, makes him fpeak to 
Hercules about the works of Homer, Heſiod, 
and Epicharmus, who were much poſterior 
to both Hercules and Linus. In Ariſtophanes' 
Plutus, Luis is mentioned, as if actually living, 
tho' dead long before Ariftopnanes wiote that 
play, as Atheneus has obſerved. Plautus, in his 
Amphytrion, introduces one ſwearing by Her- 
cules, who, according to the play it{cit, could ) 
not be thought of at that time. Many initances 
of ſimilar irregularities might be pointed out 
in ſeveral authors of repute, both ancient 
and modern: but in theſe, I promiſe mylelf 
the ſenſible and impartial will acquieſce. 
With regard to thoſe, who I know will be 
for judging me with much acrimony, I ſhall 
only offer to their remembrance their kinſ- 
man Midas, whom an ingenious Engliſh Poet, 
making light of anachroniſms, has brought 
I down from Royalty to the office of a juſtice 
of peace, and cuftos rotularum.” 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA, 


OxLanDo, a knight errant, in love with Angelica, 
11 Signor Zanca. 


AnGELica, daughter of Galafrone, king of Catai, 
wife of Medoro, La Signora Riſtorini. 


Ropouox TE, king of Algieri, 1! Signor Savoi. 
MeEvporo, a petit-maicre, huſband of Angelica, 
II Signor Lovattini. 
Alcina, enchantreſs, Mrs. Bartbelemon. 
MaccAkoxE, cook, and inn-keeper, 
Signor Morigi. 
Pol RTT A, Maccarone's daughter, 
. La Signora Demena. 


BALLET MASTER, 
Il Signor GALEOTTL 


PRINCIPAL DANCERS, 


Il Signor Galeotti. La Signora Guidi. 
Monſieur Grocet. La Signora Radicati. 
Il Signor Como. La Signora Creſpi. 


PAINTER and MAC HINIST. 
Il Signor Eigari. 
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A Room leading to the Kitchen of an Inn, 


Maccarone. 


Ma. ERE am I, the renowned Macca- 
rone, Doctor in the culinary faculty. 
Bilques and ragouts I make to perfection 

—all a la mode de Paris. 


Ho, Polpetta ! 
Enter Polpetta. 


Pol Coming. 

Ma. This inſtant. 

Pol. Here I am. | 

Ma. What the devil are you doing? You know the 
houſe is full of ſtrangers, and you have not yet caſt 
an eye on the kitchen. | 


Pol, 
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Ingreſſo dell' Oſteria. 


Maccarone, indi Polpetta. 


Ma. MA CARONE rincmato, 
In cucina adottoralo 
Chi lo vuole, eccolo qui, 
Che ſa far mille guazzetti 
Mille intingoli perfelti 
A la mode de Paris. 


Polpetta Pol. Adeſſo. Ma. Preſto, 
Pol. Eccomi qua. 
Ma. Coſa diavolo fai? 
Queſta mane tu ſai 
Che v' e di foreſtieri una dozzina, 
E ancor non hai dat' occhio alla cucina. 


B 2 Pol. 
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Pol. L' uova freſche agli ſpoſi ho preparato. 
Ma. E chi te Þ ha ordinato ? 
Pal. Neſſuno ma penſavo—Ma. Che penſavi? 
Pol. Che Angelica e Medoro 
Aveflero biſogno di riſtoro. 
Ma. Eh fraſchetta, fraſchetta 
Non vorrei che P odor degli ſponſali 
Pol. Sicuro Tutte pigliano marito 
Eccetto me. Ma. Si troverà un partito 
Anche per te; ma non c' è tanta fretta. 
Pol. Che: volete aſpettar ch' io ſia increſpata, 
Con gli occhi foderati di ſcarlatto 
E neſſun dente in bocca? 
Non ſono tanto ſciocca. 
Ma. I peſi tu non ſai del matrimonio. 
Pol. So tutto, non penſate 
Angelica guardate: 
Da che s' è maritata, 
Paſſa i momenti ſuoi in tenerezze, 
In ſoavi traſporti e contentezze. 


Ab ! ſe dir io vi poteſſi 

Duanti baci, quanti ampleſſi, 

Quanti vexzi amoroſetti 

O careitt que vexzelti, 

Que riſetti, que giocbetti 

Mi fan tuita gongolar. [Parte, 
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Maccarone, poi Rodomonte. 


Ma. Riſvegliato in coſtei hanno i due ſpoſi 
] vaport amoroſi 
Le potrei dar marito; 
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Pol. 1 have been preparing freſh eggs for the new 


married couple, 
Ma. And by whoſe order ? 
Pol. I bad no order- but 1 thought 
Ma. What did you think ? 
Pol. That Angelica and Medoro would want ſomg 
reſtorative. 
Ma. Ab, you wench——1 perceive that, matrimonial 
fancies 
Pol. To be ſure—all get huſbands except me. 
'n Ma. O ' find a match for you too; but there's no 
ſuch great baſte. 
| Pol. You would bave me ſtay till T am wrinkled, and 
blear-eyed—a toothleſs old beldame; but truly I am 
no ſuch a fool. 
Ma. You know nothing of the plagues of marriage: 
| Pol. I am not ſo great a novice as you think—Look at 
| Angelica, what a ſweet time ſhe has of it: ſince ſhe 
bas been married, her life is all fondneſs, joys, and 
| raptures. 


Could I but tell you how many their kiſſings, 
and huggings, the toyings, the endear- 
ments—1o {weet—lo ſweet they make me 
ready to leap gut of my ſkin, [ Exit, 


N 


Maccarone. 


Ma. This marriage has ſet ber agog. I could ſoon 
make her a wife ; but prudence requires that 1 
Tees 
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keep her at home for buſineſs ſake; as in an inn 4 
pretty face brings in the pence better even than good 
Wine, [Exit, 


Enter Rodomonte. 
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Ro. What does nobody bear — Ho, ſcoundrels ! 
Ma. Who does your honour ſpeak to ? 
Ro. To you, raſcal—ls there a knight-errant put 14 
up bere? N 
Ma. But by your leave, Sir —— | 
Ro. Anſwer me inſtantly, whether a French paladin | 
does not lodge bere, or Dll kick your guts out. N 
Ma. Is that all what you want to know? Then go 
| | and ſee : none of your raſcals to me. I am head 
| Cook of this inn, and a fig for your knight-er- 
rants and their wiſkers. 
Ro. You are beneath being kicked by a perſon of my 
renown—l am the martial Rodomonte, and with 


4 ſingle blaſt could blow you to the ſhades below. 
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of Barbaria; and the atchievements of my 
tremendous courage reſound through the 
univerſe—I have hewn to atoms monſters; 
1 and huge giants, more in number than 
l | the ſtars of the ſky, or the ſands of the 
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I Hear, inſolent, and tremble I am the king | 
1 


fea. [ Exit, 
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Ma vuole la politica 
Ch' io la ſerbi a far correre il negozio 
Che in tutte I ofterie un bel viſino 
Fa guadagnar più bezzi del buon vino. 

Ro Non v' e alcun che m' a{coltit— Ola canaglia? 

Ma. A chi parla Signor ? 

Ro. A te furfante 
Giunſe qui forſe un Cavalier errante ? 

Ma. Ma che modo Signor 

Ro. Preſto riſpondi 
Se qui alloggiato è un Paladin di Francia, 
O ti dò cento calci nella pancia. 

Ma. Lo volete ſapere 
Andateſb a vedere: 
Io non ſono un furfante, io ſono il cuoco 
Di queſt' albergo; e m' importa aſſai poco 
De' Cavalieri erranti, e de' lor baffi. 

Ro Sei troppo vil per meritar due ſchiaffi 
Da un vom del mio valore, 

Potrebbe il bellicoſo Rodomonte 
Mandarti con un ſoffio all' Acheronte. 


Temerario ſenti e irema 
Sono il Re di Barberia, 
E *l valor dell' alma mia 


& ode ovungque à rimbombar. 


Moſtri e orribili giganti 
Fatt ho a pezzi come offelle, 
5 Piu che in ciel non vi ſon ſtelle, 
O vi ſono arene in mar. Parte. 
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Maccarone ſolo. 
Coſtui mi pare il gran Spaccamontagne 
Che gli uomini ſcambiava per laſagne; 
E forſe mi ha creduto un maccherone 


III. 


Dua poterm' ingojar in un bouccone, 


Coſpettone di Bacco 
Strapazzar in tal modo 

Un uom del mio talento ! 

L' arte della cucina 

Richiede una grandiffima dottrina: 


Conviene eſſer perfino mattematico, . 


De'ꝰ piatti a combinar la ſimmetria 
E a diſtinguer de' guſti l' armonia, 
La direi quaſi bella: 
Biſogna eſſer Maeſtro di Cappella. 
Supponiamoci che fia 
I compor la finfonia 
La mineſtra apparecchiar — 
Quel motivo tencrino— 
Ha / ſapor d' un zuccarino 
Che va in bocca a liquefar, 
Quel paſſaggio firacchiata 
Z' una fetta di Caſtrato 
Che comincia ad invecchiar, 
E non e gia per capriccio, 
Che ſovente un bel paſticcio 
Si ſuol! Opera chiamar, 


W. 
Giardino. 
Angelica, indi Alcina. 
Non veglio amiche ſtelle 
Ne pompe ne teſori, 


[Parte. 
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nn 
Maccarone alone. 


This fellow is bully rock indeed; but he is much 
tniſtaken with regard to me—1 fancy be tock me for 
a maccaron, 19 be ſwallowed at a mouthful—Odd's 
fi]! to florm and bluſter thus at a man of my abili- 
ties! the ſcience of cookery requires much ſtill. Noto. a- 
days, one muſt be even a mathematician to find out the 
ſymmetrical diſpoſition of diſhes; and I dare ſay that 
there is no diſtinguiſhing the harmony of /avours 
' without being maſter of muſic. 


Let vs ſuppoſe the ſymphony to be the ſoup. 
Hark—that ſoft motive has all the 
ſweetneſs of a comfit melting in your 
mouth That grating ſqueak may be 
taken for a flice of an old Capon : and it 
is not without reaſon that an opera is often 


call'd Paſticciò. Exit: 


s C E R E N. 
A Garden. 


Angelica. 


O kind ſtars, neither riches nor grandeùr 
are what I deſire ; all I requeſt, all that I 
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ſigh for, is but a compaſſionate look from 
thoſe lovely eyes which pierced my heart. 


The fickle Medoro, in the heat of his riſing paſſion, 
fhewed himſelf all love, all tenderneſs ;, with glad- 
dening ſmiles, with ſweet willy repartees, with 
cloſe embraces, with repeated billing kiſſes, reclining 
on my glowing breaſt, he uſed to ſwear that be would 
never diſappoint my fonaneſs, nor depart from our 
mutual delight Ob, how is be fince changed ! But 
now I think ont; 1 have a brot of magic; I'll try 
by the help of that to eaſe my ſerrows. 

Opens à book of magic. 


Enter Alcina. 


Al. What do you want of me ? 

An. 1 love, and my love is not returned—1 avail try 
with herbs and other ſpells, to inſpire the man I 
love with the ſame paſſion 1 feel for him, 

Al. Poor miſtaken creature] If Pompilos, Hippome- 
ne, and the Mandrake, could' bring others under 
Love's power, do you imagine that Medea or Circe 
would not have known how to have bound fa## thoſe 
ungrateful galiants who baſely forſoch the poor 
ladies ? | 

An, O my teriured heart ! What then muſt I de? 


r 


Sol chiedo e ſol ſoſpiro 
Qualcbe pieloſo giro 
Di quelle luci belle 
Che mi piagaro il ſen. 
L' incoſtante Medoro 
Neg! impeti del ſuo naſcente ardore 
Tutto fe {i moſtrava e tutt' amore: 
Con molli ſorriſetti, 
Con dolci accorti detti, 
Con ampleſſi tenaci, 
Col mormorio de” replicati bacĩ 
Giurava in queſto ſeno 
Che non ſaria giammai venuto meno 
Ai deſir del mio petto, : 
Al mutuo diletto. 
Oh! come poi repente egli mutoſſi. 
Ma zitti—in mia balla 
Ho un libro di comando. 
Col ſoccorſo io vo? della magia 1 
Tentar di alleggerir la pena mia. 11 
Abre il libro magico. Wl 
Al. Coſa vuoi ? che pretendi ? | 
Che brami dalla fata ? 1 
An. Amo, non ſono amata Wi 
Vorrei con erbe o con poſſenti carmi 1 
Forzar colui che adoro a ſempre amarmi. 
Al. Sconſigliata che ſei— 
Se con Pompili, Hippomeni, Mandragore 
E parole incantate 
Soggiogare Þ amor altri poteſſe, 
Credi tu che Medea non ſapeſſe 
O Circe incatenar I anime ingrate, 
Da cui fur le meſchine abbandonate. 
An. O miſero cor mio 


Che far dunque degg' is ! 


2 
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I A.. Cangia, ſe puoi, penſiero; 


E degli amanti, pria d' innamorarti, 
Studia per P avvenir gl' inganni e' arti. 


E' Þ amor di tre maniere, 
Quaſi ſempre è un bel capriccia, 
Ola voglia del piacere 

Che ci ſtimola ad amar. 


Sol pus dirfi vero affetto, 
Quando il ben che fi deſia 
Tende al ben di quel! oggetts 


Che ci fece innamorar. Parte, 


een. 
Angelica, poi Medoro. 
An. Da tutta la condotta di Medora 


E' facile il vedere, 
Che innamorato è ſol del ſuo piacere — 
Ho mandato a cercarlo—e ancor non viene 
Me. Che diamine -volere ? 
An. Da voi non poſſo rimaner diviſa. 
Me. Non voglio eſſer ſeccato in queſta guila ; 
SGradiſco il voſtro amore, 
Mi piace il voſtro volto; 
Ma non fon cosi ſtolto, 
Che reſtare con voi per ſempre io m' abbia 
Come foſſi un uccello nella gabbia. 
An. Eh, ſe m' amaſte== Me. V amo— 
An. Con quell indifferenza! 
Me. (O ciel! che lofferenza!) 
Incoſtanteinfedele anima ingrata ! 


Ae. 
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Al. Turn your thoughts, if you can, another way z 
and for the future beware of ſmall talkers artifices 
and wiles. 


Love may be conſidered in three different 
lights. —Moft generally 'tis but a whim, 
or the luſt of pleaſure It is to be termed 
a real affection only, when all our wiſhes 
aim at the happineſs of che object, which 
inſpired the paſſion, | [ Exit, 


C NE 'V 
Angelica. 


An. Medoro's whole bebaviour plainly fbows that be 
is in love only with bis own pleaſure—1 have ſent 
for bim, and yet be is not come. 


Enter Medoro. 


Me. What the devil would you have? 

An. I cannot bear your abſence. 

Me, This teazing is what 1 will not put up with 
1 rejoice in your love - your beauty charms me; but 
do not think me ſo mean-ſpirited as to be always at 
your beck pent up like a bird in a cage, 

An. Ab! did you love me 
Med. 1 d 

An. How coldly is that ſpoken— f 
Me. (This is trying patience with a witneſs.) 
An. Inconftant, ingrateful man=— | 


Me. 
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Me. (Curſed be the day which joined us.) 

An. Is this the reward of my fondneſs, of my conftant 
love ? 

Me. What would you have me ſay more, when I tell 
you that the love I bear you cannot be exceeded— 
(1 mean the love of ber ſhiners.) 

An. If you have a real love for me, why keep me thus 
languiſhing ? 


What has that paor bird to go through, 
which happens to fall into the hands "of 
a boy! Man's heart, ye fair ones, 1s the 
very image of that unfortunate bird—like 
that,. what.pangs, what woes mult it en- 


dure in the hands of torturing love ! 
[ Exit, 


SCENE Vl, 
Medoro, 


Me. Happy the man who loves the boltle and 50- 
men alike—As the bottle is valued only for the 
liquor it contains, ſo the woman only for ber 
beauty Il ben theſe are drained, all is over. 


Enter Rodomonte. 


Ro. What are you upon, Sir, draw— 
Me. Fair and ſoftly, good Sir, I am net mad—I have 
no concern with you, fo I pray, bands of. 
Ro. Come to a trial of till; or this fword ſhall 2 
that face of thine. M 
e. 
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Me. (Venga il canchero al di che Þ ho ſpoſata.) 
An. E' queſta la mercede 
Del mio tenero amor, della mia fede ? 
Me. Ma coſa pretendete 
Ch' io vi dica di più, quando vi dico 
Che I amor ch' io vi porto non ha pari— 
(Voglio dire P amor de? ſuoi danari.) 
An, Se un affetto ſincero in cor ſerbate, 
Perche dunque languir tanto mi fate ? 


Poverino quanto pena 
Quanto , fre ] uccellino, 
Che in poter d' un fanciullino 
Vuol la forte abbandonar |! * 


Donne belle innamorate, 
L' uccillino è it naſtro core 
Condannato in man d' amore 


A ſoffrire ed a penar. Parte. 


. 
Moedoro, indi Rodomonte. 


Me. Chi vuol paſſar il tempo ſenza pene, 
Le donne come i fiaſchi amar conviene: 
Il fiaſco per il vin da noi fi apprezza, 
E la donna a cagion della Bellezza; 
Ma poi ſpremuto quel, ſpremuta queſta 
Da deſiar pili avanti non ci reſta. 
Ro. Cavaliero che fai? fuori quel ferro 
Me. Adagio mio Signor, io non ſon matto, 
Non ho niente con voi, e non mi batto. 
Ro. Ti fard quattro fregj ſulla faccia 
Se non vieni al cimento. 


16 A. 


Me. Fatemene anche cento: 
Avete da ſaper ch' io ſon filoſofo, 
E ne? traſporti miei toſto mi modero; 
Oſſervate - non porto altro che ' fodero, 
E I pugnal ſenza lama. 

[ Fa veder la ſpada ſenza lams. 

Ro. EI pazzo vulgo Cavalier ti chiama! 

Me. L arti cavallereſche 
So tutte a menadito, 
So fare I Arlecchino in un convito : | 
Col lindo cappellino, ed in cadenza 
So fare un' affettata riverenza : 
Rimproveri ſo fare, 
Inſulti, e dar legnate 
A tutte le mie genti mal pagate: 
Con le donne fo ſempre ii caſcamorto 
Dicendo a tutte v' amo 
Col penſier di trovar buona fortuna, 
Ed in ſoſtanza non amando alcuna: 
So cantar un' arietta e far due trilli, 
E nel cervello ho un magazzin di grilli: 
So ſonar ſe biſogna 
II corno, le campane, e la zampogna : 
So montar a cavallo, 
E ſono anche un fenomeno nel ballo. 
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1! galante Damerino, 
Quando balla il minuetto, 
Deve prima dell' inching 
Cominciarſi ad attillar. 


Poi la mano morbidetta 

Della Dama ſua diletta, 
Quando ftretta avra un tanting, 
Delcemente hea da baciar. 
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Me. As you pleaſe—1 muſt acquaint you that I am a ii 


philoſopher, and never ſuffer my paſſion to riſe 10 
any height=tzok—a ſcabbard is all I wear, and a 
Handle without à blade. [ Shews it. 
Ro. And you, forſootb, are fliled a man of honour and 
faſhion ? | 
Me. To be ſure -I have all the faſhionable accompliſh- | 
ments—1 am the mirth and the ſoul of an enter- 


tainment I know how to make a mod:ſh tow, | | | 


waving my little hat, and in proper cadence- 1 
often florm and cane my domeſtics, (who, indeed; 


are not over well paid.)—1 am, beſides, a general 5 | | 


lover, or rather a fortune bunter, telling all the 
women 1 languiſh for them, ibo in reallity I don't 
care a ruſh for an — I can trill over a ſong, and 
my bead ſwarms with crotchets—T underſtand even 
the muſic of bells, can blow the horn, touch the 


jew's-barp——1 ſet a horſe to admiration; and WY 


dancing is my element. 


The accompliſhed ſpark, when dancing a mi- 
nuet, muſt before the reverence, aſſume a 


dapper attitude Then after having gently Ji 


ſqueezed the velvet hand of his fair one, 
mult give it a ſweet reſpectful kiſs and | 
more than the fiddles, accompany the whole | 
dance with ſmiles, glances, and tender 
ſighs. | Exit, 


D SCENE 


N 3 Yah 


Rodomonte. 


| 17 Ro. How dares this ſtupid fool appear in my fight — 
Ba 1 am impatient for Orlando's coming. 


Enter Polpetta, 


Pol. Count Orlando, Sir, is every where beating about 
after vou. ; 

Ro. Welcome the glorious inſtan. ] haſten to the 

combat and certain victory. Exeunt. 


e. K. 


A grove, and a fountain, near which, on the 
bark of ſome trees, are cut—Happy Medoro— 
Fond Angelica The outſide of Maccarone's inn. 
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Orlando alone, 


Or. Angelica, my ſoul, my life, my Bliſs, where doeſt 
thou conceal thy beauty, thy charms ?— Ab! that 
thou could'ſt at leaſt beer my mournful fighs—Far 
from thee I leath the day, bate pleaſure, and even 
all my glory 1 deſpiſe—1 court death, and inveigh 
againſt deſtiny, which bas exalted me above falling 

| | by 
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E col riſo, coll acchietto, 
Cot ſoſpiri tenerini, 

An be pi che coi violini i" 
Deve il ballo accompagnar. {Parte. 


g c E N A vn. 
Rodomonte, indi. Polpetia. 


Ro. Vedi ſtolido oggetto, ä 
Che comparir ardiſce al mio coſpetto— _ 
Ma io vorrei che ] Conte 
Preſtamente giungeſſe Poi Il Conte Otdands 
Da per tutto, Signor, vi ya cercando, 

Ro. Ecco venuto il tempo della gloria: 
 Andiam preſto alla zuffa, e ally victoria, Partono. 


SC EN A vn. 


Boſco, e fontaua, vicino alla nel # Silas le ſeguents 
parole inciſe ſulla cortectin M alcuni albert 
Medoro felice Angelica amante— Parte 
eſteriore deli“ aſteria di Maccarone. 5 


Orlando fas 


Or. Angelica m mio ben, mio ſol, _ vita 
Ove ti celi mai? dove ti aggir! ? 
Ah! tu pote!ii almen de' miei 10fpiri 
Udire il flebil ſuo no 
Lungi da te mi viene a noja il giorno, 
Odio 1] piacer, ho le mie glorie a ſcorno, 
Avido di morir beſtemmio il fato, 
Che mi privilegiò d' eſſer fatato— 

Si rallegra'la Terra e ride il Cielo 


| 
4 
y 
, 


e M. 


All' apparir del Sole e delle Stelle 
Ma le pupille belle 
D' Angelica ſol ponno 

Raſſerenare il cor del Conte Orlando 
Perche non fon io Giove Altitonante 
Per poterti provar di quant' ardore 
Avvampi queſto eore . 
Vorrei far il divorzio con Giunone 
Per farti eterna Dea; ; 
E lol per poter palcere un iſtante _ 
Nell alme tue Bellezze i guard) miei 
1 Onnipotenza iſteſſa io. ti i datei 
Joranta fi:che venga Rodomonte, 

infteſcar id mi voglio a queſta fonte— 

Oime —ſo quelle plante — 

Qual oggetto fi para a me davante. 


D Angelica il nome— 

Ma guando—-ma. come.— 

Ma dove fru. 

—Megero felice— Legs full? alber 

Che diqvaſg dice! . oa * 

—Angeli a amanio— 

= barbate diane ! 
be firano timore 

Aſſedia il mio core, © 

Tremare ** . [Entra nell olteria, 


4 


8 c E N A IX. oy 
Medoro, indi Aagelica. 
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Me. D' evitare i romor dicea Catone, 

E con quetto inſegnò d eſſer poltrone, 
Sento che 1. Conte Orlando 
Angelica ottener voglia col brando; 
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by any baſtile force. ' The appearance of the fun and 
ſtars cheers the earth, and brightens heaven—But 
it is Angelica's lovely eyes which alone can irradiate 
Orlands's heart —O were I the thundering Fupiter, 
that 1 might make known to thee the blazing flames 
with which I burn. I would repudiate Juno, and 
wake thee the reigning Goddeſs of hequen —— 
Omnipotence itſe!f, weuld I beſtow on thee, only fer 
one moment's contemplation of thy beauties —— [n 
mean time, till Rodomonte comes, Jil refreſh my- 
ſelf with a draught from this fountain Abl 
II bat do I ſee on theſe trees! 


þ 


Angelica's name l But when But how—— 
But where will ſhe be (Reading on the 
trees) Happy Medoro.”—How's that! 
—* Fond Angelica.”—O cruel fate 
What ſtrange apprehenſions ruſh on my 
heart! I am all in a tremble. 

; - [Goes into the inn. 


* C NN R 06 3 
Medoro. 


Me. Cato admoniſbes to ſpun diſturbances and broils ; 
which-is as much as adviſing us to be poltroons, 1 
bear that Count Orlando is bent on gaining An- 


geuea ſuerd in baud——and as 1 like 10 fleep 


22 A [I. 
in a whole ſein, 1 ſay—take ber who will, 


Enter Angelica, 


An. Orlando is come hither to difturb my quiet with 
his frantic love. | 

Me. I beard of his arrival; and therefore— 

An. Don't be afraid: Alcina whom you know to be 
felled in all the depths of magic, is ready at my 
will to abate Orlando's impetugſity. 

Me. I will not. run myſelf into any trouble. 

An. Trouble, u 1 ſoon make you king of Catai. 

| | = - +-a+FEXit. 

Me. To wear a crown, to be ſure, is a fins thing, 
but I much queſtion wheth:r a kingdom be a full 
equivalent for the vexations of marriage. [ Exit. 


8. u N k X. 


Orlando, Maccarone, and Polpetta. 


Or. Speak, anſwer, tell me, let me know what 
that mercileſs torture of my heart was 
ſaying, and doing with Medoro— 

A 2. She was here in the embraces— 

Or. In whoſe? In Medoro's ?. 

MA 2. The fame += :0=#7 2-4 

Or. And what more? what did ſhe do, and ſay ? 

A 2. She was continually ſtifling him with eager 
kiſſes, Or. Whom—Medoro ? 

A 2. The ſame 

Or. By this whiniard, I ſwear, that, as ſure as I 


lat 
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per fuggire gli oſtacoli e i perigli, 
Dico che chi la vuole, ſe la pigli. 
An. Orlando di me tanto innamorato 
A turbar la mia pace è qui venuto. 
Me. Il ſuo arrivo ho ſaputo, 
E percio— An. Non temete, 
Alcina, che ſapete 
Effer nelP arte magica valente, EA 
E preparata ad ogni mio comando 
Di rintuzzar l' ardir del Conte Orlando. 
Me. Io non voglio aver guai. 
An. No, preſto vi fard Re del Catai. [ Parte; 
Me. Il poſſeſſo d' un Regno è bell e buono ; 
Ma convinto non ſono 
Che un Regno ſia baſtante 
A compenſar gli affanni, e le gran doglie 
Che reca la moleſtia d' una moglie. { Parte; 


SCREEN AL 


Orlando, Maccarone e Polpetta, poi Angelica ed 
Alcina, finalmente Medoro. 


Or. Di, riſpondi, parla, ſpiega, 

Con Medoro che diceva, 

Che faceva quella ſtrega 

Aſjaſſina del mio cor? 
Ma. Pol. Abbracciata flava gu 
Or. Con Medora ? —A 2. Signor 52. 
Or, Ed inolire che faceva? 

Che diceva ! A 2. Gli porgeva 

Col labbreito tumidetto 

Caldi baci notte e dd. 
Or. A Medora ?P—A 2, Signor 5, 
Ir, Giurs ſopra queſts brando, 

Gb is 


Al. 


Me. 


Or. 


A 8. 


AE F © £4 
Cb' io non ſono il Conte Orlando, 


Se non faccio mille pexxi 

Di quel ladro traditor. 
Dite—il Conte cos ha detto, 
Che lo fe 57 firepttar. 

Pien di rabbia e di diſpetto 
Vuol Medoro ſbudellar. 

Cos aſcelto ! oime che dice 
Per pietade Alcina cara 
Difenaete un' infelice, 

E ſalvatemi il mio ben. 

Lan limore il cor ti move 

Se P aſſiſte amore e 'l fato, 
Contro cui nemmen di Giove 
Ponno i fulmini coxzar. 

Dov' e queſto Conte Orlando? 
Jo lo vado ricercando: 

Di vedere ho gran piacere 
Coſa diavolo ſa far. 

Ab fuggite - Me. Come dite — 
$7 ſcappate Me. Mi ſeccate—< 
Sulla ſpada egli ba giurata 

Di volervi trucidar. 

Siete matti; il Conte Orlando 
Più di voi P ho gia capito, 
Vuol la moglie, ed il marito 
Non ſi cura d' infilzar. 
Ferma, ferma Belzebit— 
Dow? e Angelica, dov' ? 
Chi e coſtet—e chi ſet tu? 


Parte, 


Parla qua, —riſpendi a me. 


Che terribile ſembiante ! 
La paura mi ha colpito: 
Di ſoppiatto da quel matta 
LV tentare di ſcappar. 


SS © Ta. 25 | 


am Count Orlando, I'll make minced meat 


of the treacherous ſcoundrel, [ Exit. 
To them Angelica, and Alcina. 


A 2. Pray—what was the Count ſaying, that put 
him in ſuch a fume ? 

A 2: He is enraged to ſuch a degree, that he ſwore 
he'll be the death of Medoro. 

An. Alas! what do I hear! O my deareſt Alcina, 
protect an unhappy woman; and fave him 
in whom is all my comfort. 

Al. Away with your vain fears : love and deſtiny 
ſide wich you, againſt whom Jupiter him- 
ſelf has no prevailing power. 

To them Medoro. 


Me. Where 15 this Count Orlando? I have been 
roving about in ſearch of him: he is ſuch 
a devil of a fellow, that I long for a ſight 
of him. 

A 4. Make off, ly— Me. For what? 

A 4. Yes, fly, fave yourſelf— Me. You plague me. 

A 4. He has ſworn by his ſword that he will facri- 
fice you. 

Me. You are out of your ſenſes—I know Count 
Orlando's meaning much better than you : 
the wife is what he wants, and does not 
care to ſtab the huſband. 


To then Orlando. 

Or, Hold, hold, thou devil incarnate, where is 
Angelica ?—Telil me, where is ſhe? who 
is this here—and who are you? Speak in- 
ſtantly, anſwer me. 

A 5. What a terrible figure! he has ſtruck me all 
of a heap—1'll ſtrive to ſteal away from 
this madman, 

* Or. 
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Stop, thou ſcoundrel Medoro—{Se/2ing Mac. 

Pleaſe you, Sir, I am, Maccarone. | 

Thou art that accuried fiend, | Seizing Pol. 

Not I, Sir, I am Polpetta. 

Thou imp of hell, it I lay hold of thee— 
{To AMeazr 2. 


Now I am in the briars. 

Where is that ungrateful creature! 

He does not recollect me. 

The young woman I mean, 

I know nothing of voy ſuch one, 

Whither is the gone ? 

That's what I don't . 

Curſed deceiver |! 

I am as innocent as the child unborn. 

Where ever ſhe ſhall be 

What rage——what rancour——what tem- 
peſtuous paſſions does the violence of love 
excite in the human breaſt ! 


End of the Firft Ait. 


1 27 
Alta-la Medoro indegno— [afferrando Ma. 
To Signor ſon Maccarone. 

Tu ſei quella malagetto— [afferrando Pol. 
No Signor, io ſon Polpelta. 

Satanaſſo—ſe ti coglio— [A Me. 
Or ci ſono nelP imòroglio. 

Quell ingrata ove ſard? 

(Kavviſar più non mi Ja.) 

La fanciulla Me. Non Jo nulla. 

Dov' & andata ? An. Non ſo niente. 
Traditor— Ma. Son innocente. 

(Dove, dove mai ſara !) 

Cbe furia, che ſdegno, 

Che atrice diſpetto 

Si accende nel petlo 

Per forza d' amor | 


Fine del} Atto Primo. 
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Campagna. 


Orlando, poi Rodomonte, indi Alcina. 
EMP RE ſempre preſente 


Alla turbata mente 

E' I ritratto fedele 

Dell” adorata mia donna crudele— 
Or la veggo che ſcherza, or che forride— 
Or con un dolce ſguardo ella m' uecide 
Aime! ch' ora la veggio 

Porgere un caldo bacio inumidito, 

D' ogni ſoavità bacio condite, 

AIP empio mio rivale 

O Amore, Amor fatale! 

Ente bizzarro e ſtrano, 

Che definir io mi tormento in vano: 

O tu ſolo dell' uom penſier giocondo— 
Primo enigma del Mondo, 

Che verſi in ogni ſeno 

I balſamo e l veleno, 


Or. 


Eſtro, 
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: A Country, 


Orlando: 


Or. PRESENT fer ever to my diftrated mind is 
the faithful image of my adored—but alas 

cruel fair Now, now, 1 ſee her toying, now 
ſmiling — Now her tender looks work me up to a 
reſtleſs paſſion—Don't I ſee ber now offerins ber 
cooing ambroſial kiſſes to my accurſed rival? 0 
Love, O fatal Love, ſtrange and capricious being, 
which I in vain torture myſeif to define—=—O 
thou the only comfort of life! Chief ridd'e of 
the world, which pouref in every beſom both 
poiſon and balm: thou fancy cin. era 
in or ſympathy-—the moſt ſentimental reaſon, 
yet 
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yet folly—aature's irrefifliile incentive——ſcurce of 
every pleaſure, and every Woe, 


Enter Rodomonte. 


Ro. Draw inftantly—and by trial fhew whether you 
courage be equal to your renown, 

Or. Mat villain art thou? 

Ro. I come here to defend Angelica from thy ſavage 
inſults - Thou may'ſt feigi ever ſo much not to re- 
member me: but nom 1 challenge thee to the combat, 
and if thou baſt a mind to know my name, with 
this ſword will I proclaim it. 


Or. Wreich!-- |Ciapping his hand to his ſword, 


Enter Alcina, 


Al. Hold —Avgelica is this very infant baſtening td 
eſcape with Medors. 

Or. N bither dſt thou run? cruel tp - — 

Exit. 

Ro. The deceitful fair Se enireated me to 
defend ber from the Count — 

Al. The Count is as mad after Angelica, as 1 fear 1 
ſhall be for Rodomonte. 

Ro. For me ! 

Al. Yes, for you. 

Ro. How—with ſuch a figure haft thou oY effron- 
tery to ſpeak of love to me ? | 

Al. Any woman is lovely when in love. 


*Tis tender love within, which forms it all 
That fair—genteel - and beautiful we call. 
Exil. 
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Eſtro, chimera, ſcherzo, o ſimpatia, 
Ragion del ſentimento, eppur pazzia 
Irreſiſtibii ſoron deila natura — 
Padre d' ogni piacer, d' ogni ſciagura. 
Ro. Stringi toſto quel biando, 
E al paragon ſi vegga 
Se uguale alla tua fama è il tuo valore—y 
Or. Chi ſe: tu traditore? 
Ro. Da' tuoi feroci ſdegni 
A difendere Angelica qui vengo— - 
Fun gi pur quanto ſai 
Di pid non ravvitarmi: 
Or qui ti vo lio all' armi; 
E ſe ſapere il nome mio t' aggrada, 
L' imparerai al ſuon di queſta ſpada. 
Or. Sciaguratu— [ Mettendo mano alla ſpada.] 
Al. Fermate 
Di fuggir con Medoro in queſto punto 
Angelica s' affretta. 
Or. (infuriato.) Dove fuggi—crudel—fermati— 
a petta. [ Parte, 
Ro. L' iniqua mi deluſe— 
Pregommi di ditenderia dal Conte 
Al. Per Angelica il Conte è forſennato 
Conv io per Rodomonte 
Certo diventerò 
Re. Per me? Al. Per voi. Ro. Come con quel 
ſembiante 
Hai tanto ardir di paleſarti amante— 
Al. La Donna innamorata e ſempre bella : 
E” tutio amor quel che Beltà ſi appella. 


Son le tenere faville 

Del?” amor c in ſens accolto, 
Che riſplendere ful volto 

Fan le Grazie e la Bella. 
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La vivezza alle pupille, 

I bel vezz4, il dolce riſe, 

Tulio quel eie adorna un viſo, 

Solamente Amor lo dd. { Parte, 


X. 
Rodomonte ſolo. 


A gran partito ingannaſi coſtei: 
Amante io vive pur, ma non di lei 
Sento pur troppo in ſend 

L' amoroſo veleno 

Che va ſerpendo e mi conſuma il core, 
Poter dell' Acheronte! 


Coſtretto è a ſoſpirar un Rodomonte! 


Fre Tiranni ia nacqui al ſoglio; 
E fintru i! firro orgoglio 

Sol conooti, il rio furore, 

E la nera crudelid. 


E ! joſpir d' una fanciulla, 

Un ſorriſo, un ſcherzo, un nulla 

Incatena il mio valore; 

Avvilire il cor mi fa, [Parte, 


. 


Giardino. 


Medoro e Polpeita, indi Angelica, 
2. Con quel viſin leggiadro. 


8 Polpetta mia, 
Non dovreſti ſervir un' oſteria. 
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The lively looks, that ſincere hearts betray; 
The graceful ſmile, which roſy lips diſplay; 
The face, in ſhort, that can affections move, 
Appears to be the looking-glaſs of love. [ Exit. 


8 C E N E It 
Rodomont alone. 


Ro. Greatly is ſhe miſtaken: I am indeed in love, but 
not with ber, Too much do I feel the amorous ve- 
nom ſpreading through every vein—'Saeath ! that 
Rodomont ſhould be reduced to figh ! 


hitherto my only paſſions have been pride, 


I was born among Tyiants to empire; and Wi | 
; ry, 
rage, and ruthleſs ferocity—Now a gitl's 1 

| 


ſigh—a ſmile—a ſport—a nothing—binds 
my ſpirit in chains, and debaſes my heart. 
e. Exit. 


SCENE itt. 
A Garden. 
Medoro and Polpetta. 


Me, My dear Pelpetta, ſuch a pretty face as thine 
deſerves ſomething better than ſervice in an inn. 
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Pol. You are pleaſed to jeſt, Sir. 

Me. No, no, 1 am in earneſt, and if you will anſwer 
my love, I'll make à lady of you—— Your days and 
nights ſhall be a circle of balls, entzrtainments, and 
pleaſures of every kind. 

Pol. But the wife—— 

Me. Wife— Phhaw— 

Pol. A few days ago you appeared ſo fmillen with her. 

Me. Always in the firſt moments lovers ſhew them- 
ſelves eager, and in the higheſt rapture—But the 
wife is juſt like the ſcene, which when well deco- 
rated and painted, is gazed at with wonder; but 
we who ſee it near at hand, laugh at the people's 
admiration, 


Enter Angelica. 


An. (Aſide.) Muſt I ſee Medero even with this 
doxey ?— ll bear what they ſay to each other. 

Me. Marriage is but a microſcope diſcovering the mi- 
nuleſt flaws by too cloſe an inquiſition into the object. 

An. Vzry fine truly—excellent buſband ! 

Me. (Alide.) I have taten a plunge indeed 

An. (To Pol.) Knoweſt thou not that he is my conſort ? 

Pol. Very far am I from ſeeking to deprive you of your 
huſband, I only deſire to be in the ſame ſtate myſelf. 


Yes, marriage, marriage is my only wiſh— 
How joyleſs is my preſent condition] I am 
like a folitary roſe in a garden—my life 
is hemm'd in with thorns, [ Exit. 


SCENE 


1 OO; 


Pol. Voi ſcherzate ſignore — ä 

Me. Non ſcherzo no, ſe tu brami *I mio amore, 
Mettere io ti voglio ſur le bon ton— 

Ti manderò in carrozza a ſei cavalli, 
Giorno e notte in piaceri, in feſte e balli. 

Pal. E la moglie? Me. Che moglie— 

Pol. Alcuni giorni addietro 
N' eravate si cotto 

Me. Sempre n-* primi iſtanti 
Impetuoſi moſtranſi gli amanti : 

E' la conſorte ſimile alla ſcena 

Che da lontano, e quando è decorata 
Fa la gente reſtar tutta incantata; 
Ma noi che da vicin la rimiriamo, 
DelP altrui maraviglia ci ridiamo. 

An. (Fin con coſtei ho da veder Medoro ! 
Vo ſentir quel che dicono fra loro.) 

Me. Il matrimonio appunto è un microſcopio, 
Che vede i minutiſſimi difetti 
Per quel ſuo troppo avvicinar gli oggetti. 

An. Bravo Signore, brava— 

Me. (Queſto : ancor mi mancava.) 

An. Non ſai ch' egli è mio ſpoſo. 

Pol. Io non cerco privarvi del conſorte; 

Sol bramerei di aver I iſteſſa forte. 


Vorrei farmi ſpoſa, 
Son ſenza conforto, 
Son come la roſa, 

* Che ſola nelÞ orto 
In mez2z0 alle ſpine 1 
Coſtretta e di ſtar, [Parte, 
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S C E N A IV. 
Angelica e Medoro. 


An. Cosi infedel tradiſci 
La fede conjugale? 
Me. Queſt” antica morale 
Oggi più non ſi offerva 
Amor non vuol legame 
Eccetto quel degli amoroſi ample, ö 
An. Bolliſſimi rifle ! 
| Spiegatevi, parlate 
Dite che non mi amate: 
Me. Vi dico che non voglio eſſer ridicolo: 
S c jychiodaſſi il mio cor ſopra un oggetto, 
FgRurlatea tutto paſto 
Di me ſi befferebbe la gran moda. 
„ i La coltanza ſtimai ſempre una ciancia; 
0 5 Onde le donne in Francia, 
Quelle che aveano un poco di malice, 
| Mi chiamavano tutte Mon Caprice. 


14 A Parigi preſumato 
j | In un Jvelto carroz2i10 
Me n andavo ogni matting 
Cento Belle a vexzeggiar. 
Ea in Muſica Franceſe 
| Dualche arietia 

Alla Tolletta 
Ero ſolito cantar. 
Cen due trill; e quatiro inchini, 
Con qualeb' altro petit rien 
Je paſſuis mon tems très bien 
Sena aver da ſoſpirar. [ arte. 
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Angelica and Medoro, 


An. Is it thus, perjured man, that you violate con- 
' jugal fidelity ? 

Me. Such morals are quite antiquated , nobody minds 

it now-a-days : Love knows no ties but thoſe of 
warm embraces. 

An. Very fine ideas truly ! explain yourſelf, ſpeak out 
your mind, ſay you do not love me. 

Me. I zell you I will not make a foo! of myſelf Mere 
1 to pin my beart to one fingle objet, I ſhould 
be the common ridicule of the ton Conſtancy 1 
ever looked on to be à mere Jeſt ; ; and on this 
account the ſmartef# women in France uſed to 
nick-name me Mon Caprice. 


At Paris, I uſed every morning to go all 
over perfumed in a brilliant ſulkie, co- T7 
a among a hundred ladies, and i 
now and then ſinging a French tune at 1 

* their toilet, with few Arills and grimaces; ö 

by which, with ſome other petit rien, my 
hours danced away, I being always vaſtly 
faly 1 in my amours. [ Exit; 


38 m. 


. 
Angelica. 


An. Let my ſorrows be a warning 10 our ſex. Beware 
of the deluſions of a fall heart, the lover's lan- 
guorous complaints, the beldneſs of their impaſſioned 
oaths. All their alluring «addreſſes ſhould not conquer 
your love ere you have a certain proof that your 
ſentiments will be returned with a real and never 
failing alſection.— Lean from the eagle, which 
owns not its brood jill it fees them fact with fieady 
eye the ſun's reſplendent rays. — Heavens ! what 4 


frightful figure | 
| Enter Orlando. 


Or. Methinks—are not you *—fhe reſembles — 

An. If ever— 

Or. In you 1 again ſee that heavenly form which fit 
inſpired my overwhelming puſſion.— 

An. (Wee is me! I am diſcovered.) 

Or. That roh lip—that graceful reſerve—that lan- 
guiſhing eye are what kindled the infernal fre in 

ſeul, 
An. 1 am not able to eſcape—Alas I Aſide, and as 
going away.] 

Or. Hold, thou barbarous=—An. Good heavens ! 

Or. Knoweſt thou Count Orlando ?— How, not anſfwer— 

An. (Aſide.) Sad meeting! Or. Speak— 

An. (Aſide.) I/hat can I ſay f— 

Or. Theſe radiant eyes — 

An. (Ob help ne, ye Powers !) 
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N 


Angelica, poi Orlando. 


An. Donne, voi che vedete i miei affanni, 
Siate caute ag} inganni 
D' un labbro menzogner, d' un cor fallace 
Il molle pianto, il giuramento audace, 
Qualſivoglia luſinga 
Ad amar non vi mova, 
Se non avete una ſicura prova 
D' eſſer con vero affetto 
Eternamente amate. 
Dall' aquila imparate: 
Se pria del Sole i luminoſi raggi 
Fiſſar coſtante il parto ella non vede, 
Che quel ſia fuo non crede. 
Cich ! che truce aſpetto ! 
Or. Mi par—non ſei - ſomiglia— 
An. Se mai Or. In te ravviſo 
L' Angelico ſembiante | 
Che mi rende $} sfortunato amante. 
An, (Aime! ch' io fon ſcoperta.) 
Or. Quel labbro vermigliuzzo, 
Quel modeſto contegno, 
QuelP occhio amoro{etto 
Par quel che aſſaſſinato ha queſto petto. 
An, (Foggir non poſſo—oime ! non ho pid ſcam- 
0 ) [ In atio di parlire. 
Or. Ferma aſſaſſina— An. Oh Dio! 
Or. Conoſci il Conte Orlando ?— 
Non riſpoadi ?— An. (Che incontro!) 
Or. Favella— Ar. (Che mai dir!) 
Or. Lo ſplendor di que lumi— 
A. (Soccorretemi o Num!) 


Entra Orlando. 


40 ATT O--1: 
Or. Abbaglia gli occhi mici—oppur tu ſci 
Angelica ſpietata— | 
An. Stelle—pieti—perdono— 
Angelica - non ſono— 
Forſe queſto ſembiante 
Eſſer può ſomigliante 
Di quello che r > acceſe— 
Or. Eh, poſciache d' Angelica 
La ſembianza tu porti, 
Nel tuo ſangue lavar voglio 1 miei torti. 
An. Per quel ſembiante amato, 
Che queſto volto mio t' ha rammentato, 
Senti almen per amor della Bellezza 
Un tantin di pieta, di tenerezza. 


Quel furor ſoſpendi almeno: 
Mira il pianto ed i ſoſpiri— 
Juoi crudel paſſarmi *l ſens, : 
Vuoi ch? io mora, io morirò. (Parte, 


} 


vi. 
Orlando ſelo. 


Or. Angelica era quella — 
Mi par e non mi pare—eh non © vero: 
L' illuſion la dipinſe al mio penſiero. 
Angelica crudele 
Dimmi, dimmi ove ſei ? 
Dimmi qual ſuol s' infiora, 

ual Ciclo or ſi rallegra 

Di rue Bellezze alb immortal ſplendore— 
Ma che Ia vo' cercar, ſe I ho nel core 
Nave frall' onde aſſorta, 
Che I fol furor de' yenti abbia per ſcorta, 
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Or. Either my cyes are dazzled, or thou art the Bard. 


hearted Angelica. ; 

An. Te flars— mercy —p; nd om not hind a — 
wy appearance may be ſomeihiug live that which bas 
enflamed your keart, 

Or. As thou bereft ſuch a reſemblance to Angelica; in 
thy blood will I waſh all ny woronss, 

An. By that beloved form woich my face bas brought 
to your remembrance, ob ſhew ſome pi ,.+7 and me, 
at leaft, for that beauty's ſake. 


Oh! ſuſpend thy rage—relent at my com- 
plaints be moved with my ſighs But 
alas ! if thou, cruel man, art dent upon 
my death, I ſubmit to the ſtroke. [ Exit. 


EN 


Orlando alone. 


| 1 
Or. That was Angelica I know» not what to think f 


it—No, it is by e It was only an airy image of 


deluſive fan'y—Crucl Angela! tell me, tell me 


where thou art - Say what ground [ends ferib ils 
flowers under thy fteps ?—IW bas jiy is orightencd 


by the immortal iuffre of thy beauties *—but wy | 


rove I in queſt of ber. when jhe is within my heart, 
—T he ſeip feundering amidſt cver-whe!imirg waves, 


toſſed by the tempeſi's tumultuous force, 45 /aulted by 
G 
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Boiſterous winds, ſhattered againſt rocks, between 
Scylla's whiripools, enjoys a ſafe calm compared 
to this ſoul of mine. 


What do I ſee! what do I hear — Ahl the 
furies are ruſhing on me with their torches 
E —their ſnakes—and tortures—My diſtem- 
pered brain whirls round like Ixion's wheel, 
and in my convulſed heart I feel a preying 
inſatiable vulture. _. [ Exit, 


e n x vn 
A Chamber. 


Medoro and Polpetta. 


Me. 1 aſſure you, and engage, I promiſe and ſwear — 
Pol. You fine geni/emen are apt to promiſe too much, 


Enter Maccarone. 


Ma. By your leave, good Sir, no ſuch intimacy— 

[ Parts them. 
Me. Doucement—Doucement— [Exits 
{ Maccarone drives Medoro off the ſtage. 
Ma. How often have I told you, flut, that 1 will have 
no more of your rattling with that Monſieur. 

Pol. It is only by way of diverſion. He tells me I am a 
charming girl; and what harm do you find in that ? 
Ma, But you don't tell me the reſt. Beſides, I do 
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Da turbini ſcommeſſa, 

Scaſſinata da ſcogli, 

Fra i vortici di Scilla, 

E' di queſt' alma al paragon tranquilla. 


Coſa vedo—coſa ſento— 
Ab ! le furie coi tormenti, 
Con le faci, coi ſerpenti 
Mi ji vogliono avventar, 


Il cervello in confuſione 
Par la ruota d' !{hone ; 
E nel core un avoltore 


Non ji pud mai ſatollar. Parte. 


N 
Sala. 
Medoro e Polperta, poi Maccarone. 


Me. I' afficuro ft accerto, 
Ti prometto, ti giuro. 
Pol. Voi altri zerbinotti 
Vi rovinate a forza di promeſſe. 


Ma. Con ſua buona licenza, [ Li ſepara. 
Monsd, non voglio tanta confidenza 
Me. Doucement, doucement, Monſieur— [ Parte. | 


| Maccarone caccia via Medoro. 
Ma. I' ho detto mille volte 


Che non ti voglio pid 
Vedere cingucttar con quel Monsd. 
Pol. Me co ſolo traltulla, 
Mi dicea ch? io fon vaga fanciulla; 
Che mal trovate in queſto ? 
Ma. Ma tu non dici il reſto; 
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E poi quel traſtullino non mi piace; 
To ſo ch' Jl E capace 

D' inficuarti maſſime dannoſe 

Con pid facili d, uno 1pcziale 

A inſinuarti in corpo un ſerviziale. 


Ala larga doi Mons, 

Che non hanno per lo piu 

Cbe ridiceli penſſer. 

Nel giardi no well amore 

Vonno ſpremere ogni fizre, 

Ozni Bella poſſeder. ; ( 
Come appunto il mel ſi fa, 

Vonno con la varieta 

Far il mele del piacer. Parte. 


Ce. 
Angelica e Polpctta, poi Maccarone. 


An. Sai tu dove ſia *l matto ? 
Pol. Matti ve ne ſan tanti— 
Infor-nati di lui in corteſia. 
Pol. Ma di me non avrete geloſia. Fan. 
An. Mecdoro mi diſprezza, =; 
E' pien di ſtravaganze e di ſciocchezza: 
Medoto è un' alma ingrata, 
E ſarò di lui ſempre innamorata ? | 


Pol. Ab! per voi il Conte Orlando 
> Fa pazzie maladetle, ; 
Che foranno le gaxzelle 
| Per pid ſecoli parlar. 
60 | An. Confondere mi ſen o 
Ma. Caſo raro ! caſe bello! 
Dat” ha un caltio ad un ſemars, 


clando io dico, 
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ot reliſh that diverſion; and ſure am {[, that be 
can inſtil bad maxims into you, ſooner {ban an 
apethecary could his cliſter Pipe. 
Have nothing to do with the Mansieurs. The 
are a dan. crous ſet of people ; they make 
it the: r butnels to get in with every hand- 
ſom '0: nan, and would ſuc k eve ry flower 


garden They are all for variety, 

Ig f ditterent beauties flowers always 

1 contrive to compoſe the honey of plea- 
fare. -- .. 


1 od... 4 


N Fit 
mn, An u know where the madman is? 

Pol. s great mam munen. Whom do you mean? 
i An. . Orlando: be fo kind as lo get ſome ac- 


k of him. 
Pal Bu you will not be Jealous of me. Exit. 
An. Medors flighis me; be is the moſt ungrateful 


creature, and a great coxcomò beſides & ball I then 
continue to love him ? 


. Enter Polpetta. 


Pol. Count Orlando's love for you puts him on 
| ſuch monſtruous freaks as will be talked of 
for ages. 
An. My ſoul ' ſhakes in me. 
Enter Maccarone. 
47a, T'll tell you a fine exploit of his—He only 
. with 
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with a kick made an aſs fly up to the ſy 
as if it had been a bird. 


An. What will become of him | 


Pol. But hear a farther atchievement of his own— 
He has plucked up every tree ofthe. foreſt, 
where he ſaw your's and Medg Vs name, 


An. Heavens ! Sf 

Ma. Wild with rage, he cuts, hews, and ſlays all : 
in his way—yet amidſt his frenzy, his 

tongue is ever, running on hig paſſion;: all 


I pity bim, but 


10 | ine — 5 ncere 3 which 3 
prepaſſelſes my ſoul, be progreſs 2 my tender- * 
neſs for bim. = 6 Ky 


To you oft lovers _— but I imp 


The raging pangs of my diſtreſſed he 
Pity would ſoon command your "I 
And even guſh from your enchantin 

I love a tiger, and lo much I love, 7 
That for a tig r I deſpiſe a dove; 

Reaſon ſome times within my, prevails z 
But wich ſtrongilove every cento fail. [ Exit, 

0 


1 
. 
” mh 


Pol. She has qui te moved me—Didreſes occaſioned by { | 
love, always raijepity in a female beart. | Exit. © 1 
Ma. The world is ſaid to repreſent an inn, where * 
Jome come, ſome Flay, and others go away. But 
Maccarowe's 


n 
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E lo fe come un uccello 
Alle nuvole volar. 


An. Cicli | che diverra— 
Pol. Ob ſentite cos ha fatto, 
Aſcellate ancora queſta : 
Sradicato ba la foreſta 


Che lo fece delirar. 
An. Che mai ſarà di me 
Ma. Furibondo taglia, ammazza, 


Trincia tuito, e tra i furort 
Parla ognor de” ſuoi amori, 
Non vi fa che rammentar. 


An, Ah ſventurato Orlando! a tuo favore 
Poteſſe almeno intenerirſi il core— 
Lo compiange talvolta il mio penſiero; 
Ma l' afferto _— 
Ma I amoroſe cure 
" Che del mio cor ſi fanno orrido paſto 
Muoyono ſempre alla ragion contraſto. 


Cori amanti /e ſapeſte 
L Quali fien gli affanni miei, 
Io jo ben che vi vedrei 


PHer pietade a ſoſpirar. 
6 . an alma infida, 


Sorrerudele a un FMagmante ; 
E nel ſeno il cor ſpirante 
Vat ſuo fats a 


Pol. M ha fatto inteperir | 
Le venture, evi < amor cagione, 
* Mugvoß gute le donne a compallione, (Porte. 
Ma. II Mondo e E figurato un' oſteria: 
Chi viene& chi n ferma, e chi va via; 
Ma forſe I oſteria di Maccarone 


[ Parte; 
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48 I. 
Di Ggurar il Mondo ha pid ragione; 


Perocche ' Mondo è pieno di pazzia, 
E tutti ſono pazzi a caſa mia. Parte. 


SIG I. 


Crotta d' Acina. - 
Acina armata della tea di Meduſa, indi Orlando. 
4 anguicrinito ceffo di Meduſa 11 


Vendiche:a P oltraggio | 
Che '] feroce, ſoperbo Rodomonte 44 
Fece agli affetti miei 
Avra cos quel barbaro ſmargiaſſo 
Una ſpoglia impietrita e un cor di ſaſſo. 
Or. Empia furia d' averno io t' ho trovata 
Sei tu la ſcellerata 
Che Angelica difendi g mio rivale # 
Al. Fermati— Or. Maladetta, i 
Tutta sfogar vo' in te la mia vendetta, 
Al. Fermati—arreſta il paſſo, 
O diventar io ti farò di ſaſſo. 
Or. Le tue minacce ridere mi fanno, 
Sono un cor diſperato, 
Che affronterebbe un fulmige ſcagliato 
Dallo ſdegno di Geet „ | 
Nel infernal ma | 
Afalirei Plutog eo 100 forconf # 
Nettuno col andente— SS 
Al. Taci—raffre e gu 
Il Malnato tuo Hegno— (Gi ca, la 7ſt di ( 
Meduſa, e ſegue la ra;f0r MARLENE. ] | 
OrACerbero—furie—inferno= 
Al. Calmar ben ti dovrai— © RE 
Cos] vuole 1] Geltin—povero Conte! 


NO > 1 
- _ * a rer 


Or. Thon accurſed woman ! TI wreak my whole re- 
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Mactarones inn more purticular mm Tprejem fe 
world, for this farms with fools, end in my bonſe 
there ts nothing ella. Exit. 


r 


Alcina's Cave. 


Alcina armed with Medufa's Head, 

Al. Meduſa's ſnaky bead fhall revenge my affeiion for 

the inſults done ts it by the baughty Kodomont—T i! 

transform bim into @ rock, to make bis body equal 
40 bis foul. 

Enter Orlando. 


Or. Have I found thee, thou bell;fp fury / — bon art 
ihe fend who protetieft Angelica and my riual. 
Al. Forbear 


ſentment on thee. 
Al. Forbear, proceed no Gutter, or I will infant 
turn thee into a lifeleſs rock. 
Or. I laugh at thy tbreats— Ay deſperate beart woreld 
face a thunderbolt thrown by the band of incen ſed 
Jove himſelf— wonld not fear ts attack Pluto in 
bis infernal abode, armed with bis fork ; nor Nep- 
tune with bis formidable trident. 
Al. Slenee—Now, infolent,zuretch, reſtrain thy vn- 
ſeaſonable fury. Holds up to him Meduſa's 
head, which produces the transformation. 

Or. Cerberus —ye furies all hell — 
Al. Now ya are calm; ſuch is the till of Defliny— 
Poor Orlanda! I will, batvcver, that Radomont 
may fee himſelf in him. Exit. 


© SCENE 


50 ACT n 


Angelica. 


An. I enter this ſolitude in order to find ſome re- 
lief from my anguiſh—bur the wound is 
ever within me—nay, I feel it rankling 
every moment. | 


Enter Medoro. 


Me. In this cave will I hide myſelf from Orlando's 
fury ; for, indeed, I am afraid that he'll 
wring my noſe off. 


Enter Polpetta. 


Pol. Wretch that I am, I know not where to find 
a ſhelter. = 


Enter Maccaronex 


Ma. This time I ſwear I have miſtaken my cellar- 
door, 
A 4. Who's that ?—I think I heard a voice, or 
ſome ſpectres deceive me. | 
Ma. Angelica—Pol. Medoro— [They all meet, 
An. Polpetta= Me. Maccarone— 
A 4. Strange! — What can this be? 
{They perceive Orlando. 
An. What do I ſee! Me. What's that? E 
Ma. My ſpeech fails me. | 
Pol. My breath ſtops. 


Enter Rodomont and Alcina. 


A 2. Don't be afraid—make yourſelves eaſy, 
Al. I did change Orlando into a rock. 
. TR, Ew 45. 
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SST. „ 


Angelica, poi Medoro, indi Polpetta e Maccarone, 


An. , 


Me. 


finalmente Alcina e Rodomonte. 


Solitaria in queſto ſpeco 

Fuggir voglio il mio cerdoplio ; 
Ma la piaga e ſempre meco, 

E la ſento a dilatar. 

Mi naſcondo in queſta grotta 
Per ſottrarmi al Conte Orlando; 
Che ſul naſo qualche botta 

Gran timore ho di buſcar, 

Un afilo poverina 
Non ſo dove ritrovar 
Qucſta volta la cantina 
Mi e avvenuto di ſbagliar, 
Chi parla—una voce 
Sentire mi parve — 
Oppur dalle larve 
Mi laſcio ingannar 

Angelica Pol. Medoro— [S'incontrano 
Polpetta - Me. Maccarone tutti. 
Jo perdo la ragione, 


Non ſo ceſa penſar. 


Che vrdo !— Me. Che miro! 
La voce — Pol. 21 reſpiro 
Mi ſento mancar. 

Ola non tremate— 

Timor non abbiate— 

Orlando di ſaſſo 

10 fei divenlar. 


[Da ſe. 
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Si avvedono d' Orlando. 
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Da ſe. 
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A . 
Lo ftupor, la maraviglia 


Inarcar mi fa le cigłia. 
Mt fa tutto ſtrabiliur. 
La ſerte funeſta 

Del povero Conte 
Pictade mi deſta, 
Afﬀfanno mi dd. 

Pit tempo non reſts, A 
Me luogs à pieid. 

V un ſolo eſpediente : 

Col canto poſſente 

A maover le ſelve, 

Le delve ed i /aff, 

Orlando potraſſi 

Di nuovo animar. 

Facciamolo pure, 

Se cid ſi pub far. 

Eb laſciate far a me: — 
Tengs appunts un bel couplet— 

C'eſt du beau, 

C'cſt un morceau 

De Monſieur Rameau. 

Ora dunque incominciate, 

Stiams atienti ad aſcaltar. 
* Amour, quelle eſt donc ta puiſſance a 
Me dois:je aveugler ſur mon fort ? 

* O doux attraits de Veſperance, 

% Mon cceur peut-il $'ouvrir encor? 
Ab! Monit per cariti— 
mis timpano ſen va, 
Dove voi dovrefte andar. 
Provar voglis un arieltina 
Tuita tulle lenerina, 

Che per muovere gli affetti 
£8 migher non ji pus dar. 
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＋ J. I am quits overcome with amazement and 
ter rot. 


An, I pity the poor Orlando's diſaſter It grieves 
me to the hearc. 


A 4. There is no longer any time Tor pity. 


J. Only one expedient remains.——Mouſir's 
aſluaſive voice which can af on woods, 
floods, and hollow mountains, will ccr- 
tainly bring Orlando back to life. 


A 4. O if poſſible, let it be done. 


Me. Well, leave it to me] have fit for the pur- 
pole a fine couplet—Tis a ſweet c, 
ia the French taſte. 


A 4, Come, begin then: we are all atteatien. 


A. O Love! how ſtravge thy power! Mut 1 
hood-wink myſelt about my doom? 0 
ſweer lulling hope! may 1 agaia declare 
my heart ? 


4 5. Ah! Monſieur, for goodneſs ſake, have 


done; you quite Nun the drum of my 
Ear. 


An. Let me try 2 ſong, which is, I think, the 
tweeteit and the met moving that can 


be. 
A 5 


. 
5. Yes, yes, try it by all means. 
* . * What ſhall I do without Eurydice ? Whi- 
e ther ſhall I betake myſelf without the 
only bliſs of my life ?—Evurydice O 
„ anſwer me Am I nat thy faithful and 
ever lincere lover? 
Here Orlando recovers his former ate. 
A 4. Amazing! what do I fee! the rock ani- 
mated |! 
Or. My former frenzy is over. 
All. O let us the Muſic praiſe, 
That can ſouls to raptures raiſe : 
Softeſt paſſions ſweetly move, 
Lovers bliſſes much improve. 
Even brutes, and woods, and ſtone; 
Muſic's power all muſt owa. 
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End of the Second AT. 


As here a rock is to be animated, 1 hope the intro. 
duction of Orpheus's ſong will not be thought improper. 
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Queſt ancor fi può provar— 
(be farò ſen Euridice ? 
Dove andrq ſenza i mio ben? 
* Euridice—riſpondt 

Jo fon pure il tuo fedel— 


[In queſt? iſtante Orlando torna nel ſuo eſſere. 


A 5. 
Or. 


Tutti. 


Che ſento—che vedo 
Il ſaſſo animato— 
Jo ſono placato 

Dal primo furer, 
Viva la Muſica 
Incanto e giubilo, 
Che ſgomòra il nubilo 
Dal noſtro cor. 
Dolce ſolletico 

Del alme tenere, 
Latte che Venere 
Porge all' amor. 


Fine delP Atto Secondo. 
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SEE HIRE HSE THEE ET EARNER THEE 
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1 III. 
II. 


Veduta del ume Lete, con Caronte * dentro la 
ſua barca. 


Alina, e Orlando addormentato. 
E LL A mente d' Orlando ha l' armonia 


Placata e non ſanata la pazzia: 
L' affetto inveterato entro il ſuo core 
Potria ridurlo al priſtino furore; 

Pero colP obbitvione 

Ti comando Caronte 

D' aſpergergli la fronte— 

Ed in virtù di quel torbido flutto, 

Si dimentichi Angelica del tutto. 


A. 


Quel natural desio, 
Che simpatia $i chiama, 
L' un' infocata brama 
Che non i pud ammorzar. 
| E je 
N. B. Che per Caronte i Poeti hanno ſempre voluto in- 
zendere il Tempo Vedi Servio in Virg. 


1 


Ne N. Pool Un che, WV 
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A C T III. 


r 
View of the river Lethe, with Charon in his boat. 


Alcina. 


Al. Vs has appeaſed Orlando frenzy, but 

not cured it. —Left his former affetion ſhould 

again invade his heart, and revive all his furies, 1 

intreat thee, Charon, to ſprinkle him with Lethe's 

water, in order that he may totally forget An- 
gelica. 


That natural fondneſs which we term 
ſympathy, is an everlaſting paſſion, 
never to be effaced while we live, and 

I perchanee 
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perchance after death true and fixed lovers 
wounds {till bleed, ( Exis. 


CES NES IL 


Orlando waking. 


Or. O fortune! fortune! O thou conflant foe to the 
eaſe of my heart—not even in ſleep wilt thou allow 
me a viſionary ſhadow of happineſs. I was dream- 
ing of Angelica, cloſe to me ſtood her beauliſul form, 
ber leoks, her geſtures, her air ſpoke, if not a 
love for me, at leaf, a tender concern, — From her 
ſmiling eres the healing balm of hope diſtilled into 
my gladaened breajt Is it then the appointment of 
Deſtiny that I am never to enjoy the ſoft raptures of 
Angelica's mutual love I- and are uot my pleaſures 
to riſe above dreams and phantoms. Look, as foon as [ 
am arvakened every thing appears to me hideous and 
diſmal — Whos that griſly old fellow ? (He ſecs Cha- 
ron) Wy, bis fluttering wings bring to my mind the 
father Time *—By his bent car 1 recollect him to 
be the ferryman of the infernal regions —Nay, he 

/ is 


— . * * = — 
PM c "> 
— 
* 


* 


5 3 FX 
„ +* A% 


The ancient poets by Charon meant Time ee 
$ervius's Notes on Virgil. 


ATTO MW £9 


Z ſe in un' alma forts 
Diffonde il ſuo poter : 
Appena che la morte 


1! þofſa cancellar. Parte. 


r 
Orlando deſt andaſi. 


Or. O fortuna, fortuna 


Del ben di queſto core 

Barbara inſidiatrice, 

Neppur in ſogno vuai ch' io ſia felice. 
D' Angelica ſognavo, e *] bel ſembiante 
Mi pareva che foſſe a me davante— 

Ai guardi, ai geſti, ai moti ella parea 
Se non amarmi, intenerirh almeno : 

Mi ſtillavano in ſeno 

Le luci ſue ridenti 

Ballamo di ſperanza ai miei tormenti— 
Dunque ſcritto ha '] deltino 

Che d' Angelica ſicno 

Le tenere dolcezze a me negate, 

E ſolo 1 mici piaceri ombre ſognate! 
Ora ch' io ſono deſto, 
Tutto mi par ſpettacolo funeſto— 

Chi è quel folto barbone 
Ai fuggitivi vanni 
Sembra il Signor degli anni 

AIP incurvato remo 

Io ravviſo il nocchier del guado eſtremo 
Egli è il tempo rapace 

Che con la falce adonca 

Ogni momento tronca 


Vede Caronte, 


12 1 di- 
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I diletti agli Amanti: 
Nemico degli angelici ſembianti 
Del riſo, del piacer, d' Amor e Venere, 
Aſſaſſino maggior dell' Uman Genere.- 

Li accoſta alla barca di Caronte, e i vapori dell acqua 
di Lete gli couciliano il ſonno. 


Ah! ct io mi ſento a un tratto 
Trasferir nella Reggia di Morfeo— 


Un protondo ſopor di gia m' impiglia 
Le ſtanche luci e Þ aggravate ciglia. , 


Mei pensieri dove Siete— 

DPueſta è il Regus del gilenzis— 

Muio è il vento—i' aure chele — 

Tullio invita à rihaſar. Entra nella barca. 


II. 
Camera. | 
Medoro ſole. 


Me. Tutti ſimili a Orlando 
Furon gli antichi Cavalieri erranti— 
Alle lor Belle ognor vivean coſtanti, 
Benche barbare e crude— 
Anzi credean gran prova di virtude 
Il tofpirar nell' amoroſe pene 
Finchè foſſero matti da catene. 
I modern pitt accorti 
Non fanno tanto tempo i caſcamorti. 
Per me io mi dichiaro: 
Se Angelica poteſſe andar al Paro 
Aache Elena G 


Che 


r 6x 


N 


is juſt rapacious Time, whoſe inexorable ſeythe is in- 

cefſantly mowing down 1he lover's fruitions—'tis be 

who is the greateſt fee to beauty, to love, and plea- 
Jure tlie arch murderer of mankind.—— 


rDraws near to Charon's boat, where the ſteam of 
Lethe's water lays him atleep. 


Ab, what bas now conjured me into Merpheus's 
palace a deep fleep weighs down my wearied eyes, 


This is the realm of ſilence not a breath 
of wind is ſtirring —a general ſtillneſs 
reigns throughout the air—all nature in- 
vites to reſt. 

[ Goes into the boat. 


n 


A Chamber. 


Medoro alone. 


Me. The knights-errant of former ages were juft like 
Orlando, ever conflant to the charmers of their 
heart, bocvever cruel and arſdeinfal ; ; nay they even 
thought it a mark of jingalar virtue and honour to 
languiſh and pine tilt their brains grew diſordered, 
The modern lovers knew better and as for myſelf, 
I declare, that were Angelica as beautiful even as 
ibe famous Helen of Greece, who was accounted 
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to be poſi fd of thirty ſæ charms, yet by this tima 
T ſhouid be no lass tired of ber than I am. 


> CEE: IV: : 


Angelica and Medoro. 


Att Tie time, Megero, is at lenzth come fer us io 
eſoive on fometLing. Alcina s friendly belp bas de- 
livered us fen Orlando, and we can now in all 
ſafety go to Caiat. See whether 1 do not love thee , 
4 reign all my fortune up to thee ;, but if ſome other 
ebjett ſtili prevaiis in thy fantaſtic mind, farewell to 
ail my affett;sn—41 will enjoy thee wholly, or not at 
all. | 

Me. And that goes not ſuit me at all. Were you poj- 
ſeſſed of charins beyond any which ever ſhone in the 
Ottoman ſeraglio, even from Mahomet down to Mu- 

fiapha, till would 1 inſiſt on my gallant freedom. 
[Exit; 


. 
Angelica. 
An. The tranſſent reflection from a glaſs or a limpid 


fountain—ibe flying arrow, or the fluttering bird 
ihe 


rr IM 4 


Che poſſedea Bellezze trentaſri, 
Stu lo nulla di mend io ne ſarei. 


r 
Angelica e dello. 


An. Ecco, Medoro, alfine 
Ii tempo di riſolverci venuto 
Alcina col ſuo ajuto 
Ne hbero da Orlando 

Or ficuri al Catai andar poſſiamo. 

Vedi crudel ſe t' amo: 
Diſpotico ti fo della mia Reggia; 
Ma ſe *] tuo cor qual pria ancor vaneggia, 
Del mio ſincero affetto ora mi ſpoglio: 
O nulla o tutto poſſeder ti voglio. 

Me. E queito è appunto quello ch' io non poſſo: 
Se ?*l voltro viio adorno 
Foſſe delle bellezze 
E. delle grazie tutte 
Che- sfavillar nel? Otto nan Serraglio 
Da Maometto ſino a Muttafa, 
Vi ditei di laſciarmi in liberta. [Parte. 


SEE N A 
Angelice, poi Reaomente. 


An. Il fugace incorporeo riſieſſo - 
Che tramanda il criſtallo 
O la ſpecchiata fonte, 
Sactta od augellin che I aer fenda, 
Vaſcel che ſolchi l' onde 
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64 . 
Laſcian traccia maggiore 
Che non faccia I amore 
Nell” inſenſato interno 
D' un Ganimede adorator moderno. 
Ro. Angelica—s' C vero 
Che ' perhdo Medoro abbia penſiero 
Di abbandorarti—Ecco un Eroe Africano, 
Che ti onora del don della ſua mano. 
An, Perdonate, Signor, a tal richieſta 
La mia riſpoſta e queſta— 
Si perſuade in van la gente ſtolta 
Che aver ſi poſſa amor pid d' una volta. [ Parte, 
Ro. Queſto ſuo detto aſtuto 
F. un rifiuto in ſoſtanza, 
Ed una inaſpettata petulanza. 


Niun Amazone feroce 
Averebbe avuto fronte 

Di ſdegnare un Rodomontc, 
Queſto cor di rifiutar. 


Fin la Dea del piacere 

Stimerebbe alta ventura 

Nelle braccia mie guerriere | 

Di fpotersi abbandonar. [ Parte, 


VI. 
Sala. 
Orlando a ſedere, poi Maccarone. 
Or. Qual novita d' oggetti [$1 alzas 


Offuſca il penſier mio 
Dove 


r 65 | 
the bark ſwimming along the waves, may be ſaid to | 


leave a more laſting trace than what love does in 


the giddy beart of a modern lover. 


Enter Rodomonte. 


Ro. Angelica—if it be ſo, that the perfidious Medoto 
defigns to forſake you, behold bere an African hers 
_ who offers you the honour of bis hand. 
An. You will excuſe, Sir, my liberty in returning this 
anſwer to your question It is a great miſtate to 
imagine that one can love more than once, (Exit, 
Ro. This /mart reply is in reality a flat denial, and a 
very unexpected inſolence indeed, 


Neither a ferocious Amazon would have been 
ſo bold-faced as to refuſe Rodomont's ad- 
dreſſes, The very queen of beauty would 
account it an immenſe happineſs to reſign 
up herſelf into my martial arms, [ Exit: 


SCENE VL 
A Chamber. 
Orlando ſetting. 
Or. What new objefts bewilder my thoug lis whert- 


ever I turn—where am 1 ?— 
R Emer 


aA Q- 1 8h 


Enter Maccarone. 


|. 9 15 Na. I preſume, my lord 

RET Or. 7./—— 

Ma. Sir, as you ſeem now recovered from your ſad 
it |! frenzy, I humbly beg you will be pleaſed to pay me. 

Or. What frenzy—what payment do you talk of ? 
Ma. Odd's fo !———His madneſs is already returning 

| . upon bim. 


Six Italian forced-meat balls, four ſurprize 
diſhes “, a ſauce à la Sultane, ditto d la 
Marguiſe; item flaſks of Burgundy, Bolo- 
gna ſauſages, a fricandoes beſides, Then 
other articles, which I'll go and caſt up. 

[ Exit. 


3s C18 8 © - VI 
Orlando. 


[ 1 Or. The ſauce à la Marquiſe, and tbe furprizing 
Ws diſhes, ſurprize me indeed. 
Enter Polpetta. 


Pol. I hope your lordſhip will be ſo goed as to remember 
Polpetta. 

Or. Polpetta—IWho is ſbe? 

Pol. Don't you know me again, my lord ? 


Or. I never ſaw you. 
Pol. 


* French cooks are uſed to dreſs — diſhes in ſuch a 
manner, that, for iniſtance, a capon appears to be a fiſh, 
as 2 fiſh a capon, &c. and for this teaſon they call them 
Plats de ſurpriſe. 


A 3 T7 [6 


Dove m' aggiro mai—ove ſon i0— 
Ma. M' inchino al Signor Conte— 
Or. Ebbene | 
Ma. Or che da' ſtrani ſuoi furori 

La voſtra Signoria libera parmi, 

Vorrei che favoriſſe di pagarmi. 

Or. Che pagar che furori— 

Rimaner voi mi fate ſtupefatto: 

Ma. (Ho capito—già torna ad eſſer matto.) 


Sei polpette all' Italiana, 
Quattro piatti di ſurpriſe 
Una ſalſa alla Sultana, 

Ed un altra à la Marquiſe 
ei mi avete da pagar. 


Item fiaſchi di Borgogns, 
Piu ſalami di Bologna 
Poi ſtuſato e friccands. 
1! reſtante non lo ſo, 


Ma lo vade a calcolar. Parte WW 


& C E N A VIE 


Orlando, indi Polpetta, 


Or. La ſalſa a la Marquiſe— 
I piatti di ſurpriſe 
Mi ſorprendon davvero— 
Pol, Signor Conte io ſpero 
Che vorra ricordarſi di Polpetta. 
Or. E chi è queſta Polpetta ? 
Pol. Non mi conoſce pid ?— 
Or. Non vi ho mai viſta. 
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ol. (Ah dubito che ſia 

Tornato alla primiera ſua follia.) Paris, 
r. De' fatti miei il Mondo 6 craſtulla, 

Mi conoſcono tutti e non ſo nulla. 


DOD tw» 


SCE MW A VAT. 


Angelica e detto, indi Medoro. 


lu. Il mio amor tante volte diſprezzato 
Ins odio finalmente s' e mutato: 

Voglio far il divorzio con Medoro, 

E al Conte Orlando abbandonar mi voglia 
Seguendo la ragione che m1 dice : 

Ama chi t ama: e aljor ſarai felice. 

I Conte appunto viene — 

Eccomi a' voltri piedi— 
1. Cos' ha queſta ragazza— 
n. Vi domando pieta— 
r, Che, ſiete pazza— 
Al voſtro ardor io fui pur troppo ingrata— 
r, E quando mai v' ho amata— 
n. Con ragion m' irridete— Prende la mano d'Or, 
Ingiuſtamente a voi ho preferito 

Uno ſciocco, un ſguajato, un cor mendace 
Che due giorni m' ama— 

WA. Cos) mi piace: 

4 | Tra noi ſaravvi un' armonia perfetta 
sc cominciate a fare la civetta. 
,. Chi è coſtui ?= An. E' Medoro— 
. E voi chi fiete ? 

| lf Je. Angelica ad Orlando è coſa ignota | 
r. lo non la vidi mai; ma alma mia 
Per che ſenta per lei gran ſimpatia. 
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Fol. (Afide.) He is certainly turned mad again. Exit. 

Or. I belicve they are all in jeſt with me—-—A'! here 
pretend to be acquainted with me, while I know ng. 
thing at all of them, 


> CE NE VEE 


Angelica and Orlando. 


An. (Aſide.) My love, impatient of ſo many ſights 
and inſults, is at length turned to hatred—T'll break 
for ever with Medoro, and give myſelf up 10 Or- 
lando, Reaſon prompts me to this reſolution—as 
telling me—love him who loves you—and then you'll 
be happy——0O here is Orlando very d propos — y 
lord, I throw myſelf at your feet. 

Or. (Aſide.) Mbat does this wench mean? 

An, J requeſt your favour — 

Or. (Afide.) How—HHby ſhe is out of ber mind. 

An. I bave made but an ungrateful return to your love. 

Or. And when, pray, was 1 ever in love with you? 

An. You have too much cauſe to make a jet of me : 
(taking Orlando by the hand.) Ma wrong ſuliy 
have I preferred to you a fool, a traitor, a coxcomb, 
whoſe love for me was ever at the end of two days. 


Enter Medoro. | 


Me. That's very well, now we ſhall perfectiy agree, 
if you begin to coquet as 1 do. 

Or. Who is that? An. Tis Medoro. 

Or. Aid who are you ? [To An. 

Me. (ironically.) Orlando does not knozy Angelica. 

Or. I never ſaw her before—tho' I muſt own that I 

ud in that countenance ſome very attraftive power. 


. 


There is in that ſweet face, an air, a fpright. 
lineſs, a ſomething which quite charms me. 
—Prythee your name ( An.) How ! no 
anſwer ?—And you, what do you laugh at? 
{to Me.) They are ſurely both beſide them- 
ſelves. [ Exit, 


__ 
O 


S M N. 
Medoro and Angelica. 


Me. The man ſeems really madder than be was before. 

An. You, however, good Mr. Medoro, muſt prepare 
yourſelf for a divorce. 

Me. A divorce! ihe devil! 

An. Yes, it is what I am refolved n am entirety 
cured of my torturing puſſion. 

Me. (Inu ſbiſt my meaſures.” What fironge news 
this ?— Heavens forbid ! Ob, my lovely Angelica 

An. If you thought me lovely — 

Me. / I think you lovely—O could I but bit on ſome 
very expreſſive compliment —Ay, you—are as bil- 
liant as @ peacocł's tail — | 

An. J am no longer blind—No, ne, J am no longer 
to be gulled with fuch flummery. 

Me. I beg you to credit me; for 1 ſay no more than 1 
mean, and even ftel. Tour complexion ſurpaſſes 15: 
ermine's white—Faith, there's ſomething jo firiking, 
fo feet and fo lovely in your whole perjon, thet 
you book like a bumming-bird; and Euclid binfeff, 
with ſcale and compaſs, could not deſign 8 belle 
ferm from head to foot. 
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Su quel viſin vivace 

W* un certo un vezzo, un brig 
Che mi diletta e piace, 

Che innamorar mi fa. 


? Ditemi i voſiro nome —— [Ad n. 
. Come ! non riſpondete— | 
> E voi perche riacte ? [ A Nie, 
Son mails in Veritd. | Parte. 
5 SS © & 8 A ik; 
Medoro e Angelica. 
Me. Coſtui mi ſembra matto pid che prima. 
0 An. Signor Medoro intanto 


Si prepari al divorzio 
Me. Al divorzio !A. Ci fon determinata, 
y E di voi più non ſono innamotata. 
| Me. (Biſogna mutar ſcena) 
O che ſtrana novella ! 
Angelica mia Bella— 
; An. Se vi pareſſi Bella 
Me. Se mi parete Bella — 
. Aſpettate ch” io trovi un paragone: 
Pià bella della coda d' un pavone. 
An. Non ſon pid cieca, no— 


of Non mi lutingan pit queſte freddure. 
] Me. Ah! credetemi pure— 

bo Siete candida pit d' un armellino, 

5 E avete un non ſo che fu quel viſino 
1 Si tenero, $] dolce, e si 7, 

f, Che mi ſembrate appunto un Colibi). 


Il taglio della vita, 
Con maggior proporzion dall' alto al baſſo, 
Non lo tarebbe Euclide col compaſſo. 


Me. 


An. 


An. 
Me. 


An. 
Me. 
An. 

Me. 


An. 


4 ti 


rer . 


Quell Angelico viſino 
E più bel della Bellezza z 
E la voſtra gentilezza 
Non ho lingua da ſpiegar. 
R. ſvegliar in queſto ſeno 
Tu vorreſti i miei affanni ; 
Ma per or pit non m' ingannt : 
E' finito il mio penar. 
Ab Madama coſa dite! 
Voi mi fate indiavolar. 
Monsu caro compatite— 
Ci dobbiamo ſeparar. 
(Mi contraſta il cer nel petto, | 
Ma convien difſimular.) | Ciaſcuno da ſe. 
Vuot tu cara quel bel core 
Che fu albergo ognor d' amore 
Nido far di crudelia ? 
Con un anima infedele 
E virlu eſſer crudele, 
Debolezza e la pieta, 
Ab ! poicbe pietd non ſpero, 
lo mi vado ad 1mmazzar, 
[Cava il pugnale ſenza lama. 
Aſpettate— [Lo trattiene/ 
No—laſciate— 
Se tu vuoi eſſer fincero, 
Qualche paito fi pud far. 
Dite dunque—dite prefio— 
Faro quello che vi par. 
J. ſeſpiri e] occhiatine, 
Le ſeavi paroline, 
Gi umidetti e caldi baci, 
Li veglꝰ is ſuiti per me. 
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Me. More beautiful than beauty itſelf is that an- 
gelic face, and language has no term cqual 
to the wonderful grac's WIC adorn your 
enchanting. perion. 

An. You would renew the ſad anguiſh of my ſoul; 
but never ſhall you ag an dee- ive me; my 
hcäart is now at caſc, and io I'll keep it. 
Me. Ah, Madam, what do 700 lay? you quite 

1 bedevil me. 

An. Ab, Monſicur, compoſe yourſelf ;—ſeparats 
we mull be, | 

A 2. (My heart relucts againſt my words; but I 
mult keep up the teint.) 

Me, How can you, dcarcit charmer, change thus, 
and make your generous heart the neſt of 
cruelty, when it always pioved the reli- 

| dence of tender love? 

An. When a lover has been diſcovered deceirful 
and treacherous, nothing is fo wrong as to 

favour him any more; and cruelty to ſuch 
a wretch is virtue. 1 

Me. Since I ſee all my hopes ſhipwrecked, I'll put 

an end to my miſcrable life. 1 
[Draws a poniard withcut a blade. 

An. (Stops bim.) Ah! forbear— 

Me. No ;—keep offt— 

An. If you mean to be ſincere, a reconciliation || 
may yet take place, | 

Me. Tell me—oh quickly tell me—ÞIl conform 
to any thing you pleaſe. 

dn. Well—your ſighs, your glances, your endear- 
ments, your melting kiſſes, I inſiſt upon 
baving them all to myſelf alone, | 


—— — — 
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Me. Les, Madam, I ſwear, to you all my thoughts, 
all my fancies, all pleaſures fhall be devoted 
for ever, all my faith, my whole love ſhall 

wy be entirely yours. 

I 4. Your ſighs— Me. Yes, my ſweet charmer. 

n.. Your glances— Me. Yes, Madam. 

EL 4: And your melting kiſſes— Me. Yes, yes, all: 

I 72. This crowns the wiſhes of our hearts—To 

Uh | love, and to pleaſe—O what exratic bliſs ! 
The world cannot afford, nor the heart can 

feel a more ſweet and ſolid felicity. 
{ Excunt, 


SC ENE the Laſt. 


Maccarone with the bill, Polpetta and Orlando, 


| Ma. Here's the bill ready caſt up. 

| Pol. Ay, don't you remember when you was crazy ? 
Ma. On account of Angelica? 

or. on all ſeem io me mad in good earned. 


a if 


To them Rodomonte. 


Ro. Come, draw, Paladin — Vo that theu art com: 
to thy ſeber ſenſes again, we may bave other bout. 
Or. This is drole indeed. 
Ro. What dſt thou ſay ? 


To them Angelica and Medoro, 


An. (To Or.) A little while ago, my lord, you treated 
me ſo very out of the way, that I bave made up 
OL I anatiers with Medoro. 
or. bat does this filly creature pefler me with 2 
. D * e. 


E 
Me. S, vi giuro, tulta ſola 


Vai avrete i miei penſzeri 

I mici guſti, i miei piaceri, 

mis amore e la mia fe. 
An. 1 ſoſpiri— Me. & Signera, 
An. Le occhiatine. Me. Quelle ancora. 
An. Ed i baci, Me. & Madama. 
A 2. Ab di pit, di pitt non brama 

Il felice noſtro ardor. 

Amar e piacere : 

Cbe dolce godere ! 

Che ſorte beata ! 

Che bel giubilar ! 

A voi v' ingannate, 

Se gioia nel core 

Piu grata d' amore 

Sperate trovar. 


3 N A Ultima. 


Maccarone, Palpetta, ed Orlando, indi Redomentc, i 


poi Angelica e Medoro. 


Ma. (Col conto) Il conto è bell' è fatto. 
Pol. Non fi ricorda pitt quand? era matto. 
Ma. Per Angelica Bella ? 
Or. Matti voi mi parete daddovero, 
Ro. AIP armi cavaliero : 
Or che ricuperato hai il cervello, 
Ricominciar tra noi fi può i] duello. 
Or. Oh queſta è pid faceta. 
Ro. Che dici? An. Signor Conte 
Poco fa pit di me non vi cutaſte, 
Ed io la pace con Medoro ko tata, 
Or. Che viene a raccontarmi queſta matia. 
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Me. Poc' anzi era infuriato, 'A 
E adeflo ſcimunito E diventato. 
Al. Celſi ] vottro ſtupore : 
Orlaudo era S accelo nelP amore, 
Che per renderlo ſano io fui coſtretta 
Li condurlo a bagnar nel fiume Lete. 
Da queitoa conchiudete 
Ch' ogni verace amor vive immortale, 
O lo cancelia fol l' onda fatale. 
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Fi | 1 1 
dor. Son conſiſo e ſtuteſatio, 
{i Dune belle ve i proteflo, 
| 4l Wet vedere un uom ſia matto 
484 Per la vaſtra crudelta. 
̃ 0 Coro. Se velete effer felici, 
e Riamate oznor chi v' ama 
1 Con candor, ſenʒ' artiſicj, 
E contento il cor ſard. \ 


| Me. Vero amer mai non fi vede, 
Come Þ arte di far Þ oro, 
Qualche matto ci dd fede, 
Ma in ſeſtanza non fi dd. 
Coro. Ce volete eſſer feiici, &c. 
Ma. Erpur ſembra a Maccarone 
Che in amore gli uccelletii 
Di nai avvian più ragione, 
| E mazpior umanild. 
Coro. Se volete effer felici, &c. 
Ro. Niuna Tigre ne Pantera 
Nou bo vito in Barberia 
C*e in amor fr iſe ſevera, 
| | Ne ſentiſe alien field. 
coco. Se volete offer felici, & g, 
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Me. A little while ago he was all fire and flame, and 
' now be is quite a ninny. 7 
: To them Alcina. 


Al. Ceaſe your amazements, Orlando was inflamed 
«with lobe to ſuch a degree, that to work his cure, 
1 fancied it «was neceſſary to make Bim ſwallow 4 
fraught from the eblivion's river; and ſo 1 did 
through my magic till Ihe inference from which 
is, that true love knows no end, aud death alone 
can obliterate its ſufferings, 


Or. Ye fair, that a man can run mad on account 
ot your diſdain, is of all ſtrange things the 
moit ſtrange. 


Chorus, To enjoy exquiſite happineſs, you muſt 
return love for love. An artleſs, candid 
lover is the higheſt bleſſing which your 
tender ſouls can be poſſeſſed of. 


Me. Real love is juſt the ſame as the art of making 
 gald—many talk of it, nay, ſome fools 
credit it; but for my part I don't. 


Chorus. To enjoy exquiſite happineſs, Sc. 


Ma. Even in Maccarone's mind, the birds ſeem, 
in love matters, to act with more reaſon 
than ourſelves. 


Chorus. To enjoy exquilite happineſs, &c. 


Ro. Neither in the wilds of Barbary did I ſee 
a tiger, nor panther, cruel in love. 


Charus, To enjoy exquiſite happineſs, &c. 


7. T ei 


An. The fond dove ſpeaks its paſſion in billings, 
and the conſtant turtle teaches us inva- 
riable fidelity. 


Chorus. To enjoy exquiſite happineſs, c. 


Errata in Page 14, inſtead of Man's heart, j2 
fair ones, is, read Our bearts, ye fair ones, are. 


EF THN IS 


An. 


Coro. 


f 
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La colomba inſegna i baci, 
E la fida tortorella 
Negli affetti ſuoi tenaci 
Maſtra a noi la fedelid. 


Se velete effer felici, &ec. 
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